I AWOKE with a headache.

I had forgotten to redraw the curtains and the early
morning sun streaming through the open windows was
already hot., It was going to be a warm day. And I had a
lot to do. At the first possible moment I must telephone
to Beghin. Then I must put my plan into operation. 1
was pleased to find it appeared as foolproof now as it had
in the darkness of the small hours. I began to feel better.

I was early down on the terrace, and as I ate my
croissants and drank my coffee I congratulated myself,
Here was I, a teacher of languages with a nervous dis-
position and a dread of violence, evolving within a few
hours a neat, clever plan for the capture of a dangerous
spy. And I had been harrying myself with fears of being
unable to reach Paris by Monday morning! After my
second cup of coffee even my headache began to dis-
appear.

The Vogels were sitting down at their table as I passed
on my way out. I stopped, and said good morning.

Then I noticed that they were both looking uncom-
monly serious. Their smiles as they acknowledged my
greeting were automatic and very watery. Herr Vogel
must have noticed my curious glance.

"We are not happy this morning,' he said.

'Oh, Fm sorry.'

'We have had bad news from Switzerland.' He patted
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